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under his arm and continue walking. He always
told me that I was much too restless to be an Indian
and that I should sit and meditate for half an hour
each morning to gain more poise and calm! He had
many idiosyncrasies but he was the most lovable
and delightful person I ever met. We corresponded
for many years. In 1932 Dhan Gopal came to India
for a brief visit. He had lost some of his youthful-
ness and joie de vivre. Life had been rather a dis-
illusionment. He was not doing very well as an
author and he was disappointed. Dhan Gopal had
married an American woman and had a little son
Gopal who must now be about 25 years old. His
wife was much older than he and was Principal of a
large girl's school in New York. She was an exceed-
ingly nice person, clever and efficient. She was the
regular earning member of the family and I think it
upset Dhan Gopal very much to live on his wife's
earnings. From 1932 onwards Dhan Gopal's letters
became more and yet more depressing. Then they
stopped and in 1935 we heard he had committed
suicide by hanging himself.

Dhan Gopal was a very, dear friend of ours. His
death came as a great blow to Jawahar, Kamala and
me. We lost a most faithful friend and India one of
her brilliant but unknown sons.

In the summer of 1927 my father came to
Europe. I was very happy about it and so was
Jawahar as father needed not only rest but a com-
plete change of surroundings. We feared that some-
thing might happen again at the last moment to
prevent his coming and that once again he might
have to cancel his trip. However, nothing happened
and he wrote to say he had booked his passage. In
his last letter to me before he sailed, he wrote "You
and Bhai (Jawahar) have both been insisting on my
taking a holiday in Europe and at this end Swamp
and Ranjit are doing the same and at last I find it